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Perkins Press is an open forum hoping for contributions, including some news items on 

& the local area. All poetry submissions are greatly appreciated, but we can not print 
everything immediately as we are more than just a poetry journal. We operate under the 
assumption that people in the Valley area actually read. If we are deluding ourselves it 
would be greatly appreciated if you could let us know. Letters to the Editor and written 
submissions, in addition to graphic work, photography, art work, and comics should be 
addressed to PP, 13 Perkins Ave. Northampton MA, 01060. 
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Slim response to the April issue, mostly of the 
disdainful, indifferent variety. And so to this, the lovesick 
issue. A late start and release date for this edition, due to a 
pseudo depression by your editor, recently diagnosed as a 
case of frozen self pity. In keeping with the theme of this 
issue, apart from some whining on the subject, we refer to a 

B Mr. Assisi, aka Saint, and these words: “for it is by self 
forgetting that one finds. . .” 
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YOU CAN ENJOY 
ANYTHING AT HERRELL’S 


* Great soft-frozen yogurt in Herrell’s own, 
unique flavorsi 


«Our nationally-reknown premium ice creams! 


x Herrell's Light! — 2/3 less fat, 1/3 less calories 
than our top line! Surprisingly delicious! 


x Herrell’s No-Moo: non-dairy soy-based treats 
that actually still taste good 
Thornes Marketplace 


Old South St. Entrance 
Northampton 
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Editor & Publisher 
Staff 


William Georgiades 
Andre Busi, Corwin 
Erixon, Ben Mitchell, 
Mare Runkel, Leah 
Ryan, Pete Schwartz, 
Lila Valone 

The Progressive 
Group, Inc. 


Special Thanks to 


The Perkins Press has a print run of 5000. 


We are still the largest monthly on Perkins 
Ave. Back issues are still available (collect 
them all, astound your friends) for the price 
of a self-addressed, stamped envelope— 
same low-low price as a subscription. We 
provide space for advertisers only to help 
meet our printing costs. Address all 
business concerns, letters to the editor, and 
contributions to: 


Perkins Press 
13 Perkins Ave 
Northampton, MA 01060 
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_Shows there, and still kind cnough to, 


aoe 


The people: 


Kathy Lewis, responsible for this 
month’s cover art, she will be having a 
show at Forbes library sometime this 
summer. Dan Hathaway spent the 
winter creating a bar, all the while 
keeping up with his chores as the 
official PP Vagueman cartoonist. What 
Now? Brenda Starr is what polite 
society refers to as a Professional. In 
between several interesting, though 
covert, projects, she was kind enough to 
throw her ribbon this way, a censored 
story, pages 3.and 4. John Lineham, 
took a photo, we put it on page 3. 
Gary Wortzel, ‘‘a Boston artist,” - 
whose poetry and art has appeared in our 
last two issues, artwork, page 4. John 
Lefas, “a native American dolphin, 
reincamated as a dreaming convict,” 
poem, page 4. 
Renrut “has resurfaced after a two year 
absence.” Comic, page 5. Carlo 
Valone is many things to many 
people. Verbose, commited, hard to edit 
and eloquent, certainly, and in this issue 
long, very long. Much to say on the 
subject of non violent terrorism. No not 
-terrorism but , something, pages 6 and 
Us 
Stevie Z., spells his name differently. 
As long as you’ve known him he’s been 
the friendly bartender at Iron Horse, 
among other things. His song, 
Wondering Why, on page 7, can be 
heard “sometime, somewhere,” probably 
in the park. Deb Donnelley 
continues to astound, awards here, 
grace last month’s cover with her work. — scaiaatiiil 
Her photographic perception of 
debutantes, pages 8 and 9. Leah Ryan, 
a PP mainstay, cool playwright, Ada 
Smithie and thinker. Interview with the 
Horseflies, page 10, letter to Salinger, - 
page 13, even more stuff in June. Ed 
Hoban, writer, located on the lower 
east side. All we have on him. Fiction, 
page 11. Joel Stanley (let’s go):”aka 
Dancin’ Deer. Regional resident since 
1984, famed cult buster, student of life 
and UWW, generating support groups as 
therapy for the streets, social change 
agent, rabble rouser. (Laugh).” Poem 
and photo, page 12. Batya 
Weinbaum sent a poem but no note. 
She is in the current edition of 


¥ KK * B@ 4 
Spectrum. Tell you anything? Poem, 
page 12. Scott Nance, a Hampshire 
student, recently published in the 
Hartford Courant, Hobo Jungle and 
Paper, poem page 13. Jean Shelby, 
the official PP master chef, offers 
suggestions for the starving artists who 
don’t eat meat, like .. .page 14. She 
also wants everyone to know that that 
the Hershler Brothers, who so inspired 
this month’s column, will be playing 
the Iron Horse, later in May. Vito 
Pilini still a silly name for the man 
who cooks, drums, draws, drives, 
paints, throws balls amid many more 
activities, to hide behind. Marvin is still 
in hell. Comic, page 15. Corwin 
Erixon was once a lowly frustrated 
chef, recently graduated from UMass, 
living in Montague. Since working 
with us, he has shed his chef persona, \ 
traded in the truck for an 1100 
something (big), and still created his 
own killer brand of art. Corwin Erixon 
is Page 20 Mare Runkel, PP’s 
computer guru, has a very real job that 
he wears a tie to. Responsible for the 
revamped masthead, page 1., along with 
Andre Busi, PP’s logo creater, and 
all around good guy, who gave a little 
layout for this issue and a lotta love. 


TIE A YELLOW RIBBON 
ROUND YOUR MOUTH 


How a Story Gets Censored 


By Brenda Starr 


The following story was censored. 


Although just a tiny 
feature piece for a local town 
newspaper, this story joins the 
massive national graveyard of 
‘stories cut, altered, watered- 
down or set aside by editors, 
publishers and occasionally 
advertisers. 

It is another case that 
falls under a broad definition of 
censorship as used by Project 
Censorship, a group of 
journalists, ‘academics and 
policy analysts gathered 
together to come up with the the 
top ten censored stories of the 
year. It states: “The 
suppression, whether 
purposeful or not, by any 
method - including bias, 
omission or under-reporting - 
which prevents the public from 
knowing what is happening in 
society.” Not surprisingly, the 
Persian Gulf War topped its list 
this year. 

But this here story 
wouldn't even make their 600 
contenders list. It isn't destined 
to illuminate statistical fact, rock 
national opinion or get a 
politician fired. It is simply a 
story, an observation even, of 
two people discussing the 
possibility of war. It was, not. 
unlike the talk bounced around 
in diners, barrooms or on street 
corners across the country at the 
time, the time being about a 
month before the allied bombing 
began. It was during a time 
when people really hadn't made 
up their minds, before the media 
spin-doctors had set the national 


agenda, and before the president 
had formulated the propaganda 
he was going to use. It was 
long before a single yellow 
ribbon was put up on a tree or a 
single Iraqi casualty, now 
estimated into the hundreds of 
thousands, was put under one. 
“It's too avant garde for our 
paper,” my editor told me, 
deleting my copy from the 


eu 


Residents in D. 


: gather for = shot 


screen. A reaction not too 
surprising, I remember 
thinking, as I filed away my 
deliberately typed copy, hoping 
someday to find a forum like 
this one to print it. 

Equally unsurprising 
was the sparse or even glib 
coverage of the event from 
which this story sprung from- 
the protest on January 21 in 
Washington D.C.. It was one of 
the largest there in ten years and 
predictably the numbers were 
skewed, the coverage 
unproportional and the people 
reduced to characters. 

What was surprising, 
however, was the memo 
circulated the day after we came 
back, informing the staff of a 
policy that would prohibit any 
‘participation in demonstrations 
for against a cause, like the war, 
signing of petitions or wearing 
of any symbols that could be 
interpreted as taking a stand on 
an issue one way or another.” 
Aside from the obvious free 
speech infringements, some of 
us thought, God forbid the 
public actually know the 
political direction a reporter may 
be coming from. 


THINGS TO LIFE 
But other journalists 
certainly have it much harder. 


Recently an award-winning 


film-maker, Jon Alpert, was 
ostensibly fired for trying to get 


uncensored footage of Iraqi 
victims of U.S. bombings in the 
Gulf War on national television. 
Made into a 28 minute video, 
this non-gory but nevertheless 
shocking footage, shows the 
very credible former U.S. 
Attorney General Ramsey Clark 
finding out firsthand how the 
U.S. military's “smart” bombs 
often missed their targets. Many 
hit civilian areas without as 


Photo: John Lineham 


much as a police station nearby 
for the Pentagon to claim as a 
possible military target. 

Nick Camerota, of the 
National Coalition to stop U.S. 
Military Intervention in the 
Gulf, told a recent gathering of 
media people that NBC (owned 
by General Electric) was 
planning to air the footage on 
their “NBC Nightly News” and 
the “Today” show. CNN and 
CBS had also expressed interest 
in it until, according to 
Camerota, “a phonecall” was 
made to one of the networks the 
day before it was to air. Without 
specifying who made the call, 
he said all the stations 
subsequently pulled the video 
off its scheduling. Executive 
Producer Tom Bettag of CBS, 
who had lobbied hard to show 
the footage on the news, was 
also immediately fired. Much to 
the happiness of the Pentagon, 
the video has been now been 
relegated to smaller audiences 
while it tours nationally on 
college campuses. It was also 
recently shown at the University 
of Massachusetts. 

As “with Granada, 
Panama and now the Persian 
Gulf the Pentagon has tightened 
its grip over the media,” 
Sonoma State University 
Communications Professor Carl 
Jensen was recently quoted as 
saying in the “Valley 
Advocate." 

"Once the (government) 
discovers (it) can get away with 
it,” he says, “they might say — 


‘Hey, if it works so well during 
the war, why not do it during 
peace?” 

A GAS MASK AIN'T GONNA 
STOP A GLASS ASS 


“While hundreds of 
buses from all across the. 
country carried protesters to 
Washington D.C. on Saturday, 
January 21, ours was destined 
to be special. On the marquee, 
instead of blandly writing 
“chartered” or “Springfield”, 
our driver wrote “Have a Nice 
Day." 

We'll call him Leon. 
And he couldn't care less that 
300,000 people (according to 
organizers, 75,000 according to 
police) would be gathering near 
him to protest against the war. 
He had his own opinion. But 
because he wasn't a protest 
organizer or military 
spokesperson, his opinion 
wouldn't make it on the few 
seconds of television coverage 
or the back pages of the Sunday 
paper. Not that he wanted it to 
anyway. 
Leon was just doing his 
job, driving demonstrators, 
students mostly, from 
Northampton and Amherst on 
bus number 902. It could have 
been ladies auxiliary going to 
the Western Massachusetts 
‘Miniature and Doll House 
Convention as much as the 
largest group ever protesting the 
war, for all he cared. Except 
that protesters were easier to tell 
the facts of life to, than to the 


scrutinizing and_ sensible 
diminutive object buyers. 

We were driving across 
America. Like most of the 
country, the fifty or so 
passengers were asleep at 3 


a.m. E.S.T.. So was the 
President probably. While most 
of the protesters slept, the frost 
crept up on the windows 
creating a halo effect over their 
drooped heads. Leon rubbed 
furiously at his windshield to 
get rid of the steam that blocked 
his view. The road and sky was 
pitch black, cut into only briefly 
by the bus’ headlights. Like so 
many Americans, the future of 


the war seemed dark with 


uncertainty, with only a dim 
light of history to light the way. 

One protester sitting 
directly behind Leon, is still 
awake and tries to look at the 
empty road with the driver. 
With the rumbling of the engine 


not much for a 
conversationalist, Leon hazards 
a question. 


"So, you're protesting 
the war huh?” Leon asks. 

"Yeah,” responds the 
young man in ripped jeans and 
dreadlocks. 

"Go to protests in 
Washington a lot?" 

“No, this is my first one 
actually,” he says. 

Leon pauses, and 
continues, “So how do you 
think we're gonna handle this 
thing?” His question sounds 
more like a musician asking his 
agent about a tour than a citizen 
inquiring about foreign policy. 

"T don't think its up to 
the United States to police the 


world,” the youfig man‘replies. ~~ 


At this point the young rasta is 
unsure whether he is about to 
embark in the same anti-Bush 
arguments he's had a hundred 
times, or in a “you're un- 
American!” shouting match that 
could wake the bus. 

It turns out to be neither. 
Leon is a big man who talks in 
long sentences. He sounds like 
a master giving a lecture to a 
young apprentice just out of 


- college, like a Foghorn Leghorn 
“tellin’ it like it is son.” He has 
been a bus driver off and on for 
fiearly 20 years, he says. He 
was a Navy Man during 
Vietnam. He is a father and a 
musician. He's travelled around 
the world and has a tough mom 
that has taught him a lot about 
women. 

He talks about jazz and 
drugs and how he doesn't do 


either anymore. You get the © 


distinct feeling that he is 
somebody famous, like B.B. 
King, who travels 
inconspicuously as a bus driver 
just to “get to know people.” He 
also makes a lot of analogies 
between his personal life and 
foreign policy. 

He gives his complex 


theory that all the countries 
around Iraq, like Jordan and 
Syria, are involved in a bigger 
plot. All “those countries” he 
says, have to build up private 
allegiances to help them survive 
against the United States. “My 
personal opinion is, it's just like 


‘on the street. When you're out 


there hustling’, you have to 
become friends with whoever, 
just to survive." 

"Take the L.A. Lakers,” 
he says. “Magic Johnson uses 
Al Green and (inaudible) as 
backup. They are a team. Iraq? 
They're bombing all these 
targets while they're building up 
elsewhere. It's a sucker play. I 
really think so." 

The young man is 
benched for the duration of 
Leon's lecture. When he sees an 
opening in the conversation he 
tries to verbally dribble in a 
couple of sentences. “For 
however bad Hussein is,” he 
shoots in. “Bush is ten times 
worse. Until recently, President 
Bush has had Hussein as an 
ally, and now it is personal 
vengeance, not a national 
interest, that pushes him to 
war." 

"But can you . blame 
him?” Leon steals. “Say if 
someone kicks you in your 


behind or embarrasses you in . 


front of your girlfriend ... the 
fact that he did that to you, stays 
with you. The next time you see 
him reminds you and you're 
gonna build up and build up and 
then kick their butt. Some 


. people say live and let live. I 


never believed in any of that 
bullshit." 
He pauses,--then: adds, 


“The only thing that would not 


surprise me is if they (Iraq) 
don't send a missile over here." 

The conversation mulls 
over a recent newspaper article 
that New Yorkers are buying 
gas masks in case of a terrorist 
attack. Leon laughs at the idea 
and says nothing is going to 
protect them if nuclear missiles 
are launched. “Like they say on 
the street, how does a gas mask 
stop a glass ass? He repeats it 
again for emphasis. “How 
\does\ a gas mask stop a glass 
ass." 

The conversation quiets 
now as the sound of the 


churning engines takes over the: 


airspace its been fighting for. 
The young man interrupts only 
to ask if Leon will march with 
them. 

Taking in a big breath 
and letting it out with a long 


~“Nooo,” Leon chuckles a bit, 


like he were reflecting on a 
misdemeanor he committed 
years ago. He adds responsibly, 
(but also enviously as he eyes 
the passengers lavishly basking 
in their sleep), “The only 


demonstrating I'm going to do 
is behind closed eyes. I have to 
drive home tomorrow." 


As Was 


As I was breezin’ down the street one day 


The sky was out and the sun was blue 


Crowds were movin’ hadn’t much to say 
The Grime was caked, and oily two 
machines stampeded on the clay 

and filled the airs with smokey goo 


Powers collapsed, there they lay 
Kings gone flaccid, nothing knew 
Sterlized by the Gamma Ray 
Hearing that, all Lackers flew 
and served his mts on a silver tray 
All the peasants got the clue 

and dumped the waste in the bay 
funny how he caught his due 

Time was then, he had to pay. 


John Lefas, aka Johnny Void high on 
Hershey eat HCHC 4/10/91 
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267 Pleasant Street, Northampton, MA 


(413) 582-1278 


_¢ Jewelry, Art and Crafts from the 


heart of Indigenous Peoples 


¢ Paintings/Crafts by Local Artists 


) ;Bienvenidos! Welcome! 


Only a short walk down Pleasant Street ) 
Tuesday through Saturday, 11 a.m. - 6 p.m. 


M-F 
SAT 
SUN 


e Résumé Typesetting 


e Résumé Copies 


e Résumé Paper - incl. recycled 


e Macintosh® Laserprinting 


e Matching Envelopes 


8:30 am—10 pm 
9:00 am— 5 pm 
12:00 pm— 7 pm 


30 Crafts Ave. e Northampton ° 585-0414 ° Fax 585-0417 
We're down the street from Spoleto's! 
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CARLO VALONE SPEAKS 


In the last three issues 
of Perkins Press I focused on 
the role of information as one 
of the four points of the power 
compass; the others being 
military power, economic 
power and political power. The 
second dealt with the 
government’s manipulation 
and control of information as it 
related to the Gulf war and 
establishment propaganda. The 
third dealt with the 
government’s overwhelming 
propaganda advantage in the 
run up to the Gulf war and why 
the anti-war movement could 
never get it’s message across 
effectively. 

Given this depressing 
scenario what is to be done? 
How can we effectively 
marshall the millions of people 
both at home and abroad who 
were (and still are) repulsed by 


a militaristic and imperialistic. 


nation that is running amok. It 


is my belief that the most. 


promising strategy is for those 
millions who are sick and tired 
of the burden of Western 
imperialism to concentrate on 
the information point of the 
power compass. 

A quick survey of the 
four basic forms of power will 
show why. Military power is a 
total monopoly of the state. 
Those who have made a 
contract with the state are 
rightly expected to submit to 
military discipline. Their’s will 
always be not to question why 
but to do and die. This will 
become even more pronounced 
as the state moves further and 
further away from conscription 


to satisfy it’s manpower needs. 


Fewer and fewer of those who. 


question militarism will be 
found among the ranks. This 
trend toward a “professional” 
armed force will be accelerated 
by the experience of the 
reservists during the gulf war. 
Many of those who thought 
that they had made a contract 
of mutual convenience, 
whereby they promised to help 


their country when it needed 


defending in return for 
education benefits or needed 
extra income, found they had 
made a Faustian pact with the 
devil. Thoughtful citizens will 
be much more reluctant to sign 
up having seen how callously 
the government has treated the 
existing reservists. Callous is 
the only word to describe a 
government that needlessly 
separates parents from children 
and people from. their 
businesses or their schooling. 
Economic power must 
also be ruled out as an effective 
instrument. The “peace 
movement” simply doesn’t 
have the money period! It 
doesn’t have the money to set 
up think tanks; it will never be 
able to buy a major newspaper 
chain or TV network; and 
access to justice is often limited 
by a simple lack of funds. 


Moreover, the trend is to 
concentrate more and more 
wealth into fewer and fewer 
hands. This is an obvious dead 
end. 

Political power on a 
national level is also out of 
reach. Political power on the 
national level is increasingly 
tied to economic power. It takes 
a lot of money to run even for a 


representative seat. The avowed 
“peace” candidate for Silvio 
Conte’s seat has had to drop 
out of the primary campaign 
because of a lack of funds. Even 
unions can not raise the kind of 
money a sympathetic candidate 
needs to win. Once a candidate 
does win he has access to 
enough resources, free media 
exposure, banking privileges, 
special favors from his 
constituents- to ensure his 
reelection for as long as he 
wants. 

Once elected 
congressmen soon become the 
captives of the rich and 
powerful. Half the population 
already knows this and have 
given up on the electoral 
process as a means of redress. 
As for the other half the best 
line P’'ve heard was during a 
recent debate in the House 
regarding another 30 million 
thousand dollars for the 
savings and loan bailout. 
Bernie Sanders, in an effort to 
persuade his Democrat and 
Republican colleagues from 
voting for what is basically 
another transfer of wealth from 
the have nots to the haves, 
offered the following 
observation. What he said, to 
both sides of the house went 
something like this: During the 
last elections half of those 
eligible to vote didn’t bother to 
go to the polls. Of the half that 
voted, some voted for you 
(pointing to the Democrats) 
and some voted for you 
(pointing to the Republicans). 
He then said I don’t know why 
those who went to the polls 
bothered. I think that sums up 


the national political scene to a 


This brings us to the 
final point on the political 
compass - information. In spite 
of the tremendous advantage 
that those who have economic 
and political power have 
because of their ability to 
gather, disseminate, control 
and manipulate information. I 
still believe that there is much 
that can be done in this area. 
Moreover, because of the recent 
revolution in the information 
and communications field this 
can be done for relatively little 
cost; people power is all that is 
needed. 

As pointed out, the peace 
movement will never have the 
means to control a newspaper 
chain or TV network; but the 
recent revolution in 
communications such as 
public access TV and computer 
networking provide 
opportunities for reaching 


large numbers of people. Public 
access TV is currently under 
attack because of it’s 
effectiveness as a means of 
propaganda. Because certain 
right wing groups like the KKK 
and the Aryan Nation have 
used public access TV 
effectively, some are calling for 
control of public access. This is 
a first ammendment right and 
we should work hard to make 
sure it doesn’t get curtailed. But 
equally important is the need 
to make use of this tool to 
communicate effectively. It 
exists , it’s available and in 
conjunction with the VCR we 
can be sure that worthwhile 
information can be widely 
disseminated. For example , two 


recent lectures by Noam 
Chomskey and Howard Zinn 
reached audiences in the 
hundreds (mostly the 
converted) with effective use of 
public access TV and cash 
outlays of less than $5 people 
could have recorded the lectures 
and disseminated them 
endlessly. Of course it’s not 60 
Minutes, but it’s far from 
where we are now. 

The use of computer 
networks offers the opportunity 
for instantanious world-wide 
communication between people 
sharing the same goals. It is 
vastly underutilized. We are 
smart enough to do and we 
have nothing to hide and don’t 
care who knows our agenda. So 
let’s do it. 

For those who don’t 
have access to computers the 
computor network can be 
supplemented by a 
sophisticated telephone tree 
manned by commited people. 
Whatever combination of 
means we choose to 
disseminate information we 
must keep in mind a data 
processing slogan - “ garbage 
in, garbage out.” All the good 


and true information we need 


is available, let’s put it together. 
For those who want to go 
further there is plenty of 
information in corporate and 
university computors that can 
be accessed with relative ease. 
The only secure computors are 
those that are isolated and have 
no contact with the outside 


‘world such as those at 


Lawrence Livermore labs, the 
CIA, the NSA, the Pentagon etc. 
Any computer that sends and 
receives information over 


phone lines is accessible thanks 
to the meddling of the National 
Security Agency which can best 
be described as the granddaddy 
of all snoops. When the Data 
Encryptions Standards were 
established, the NSA argued 
against IBM’s 128 bit code, 
while being in favor of the less 
complex 64 bit encryption 
system. This was because the 
government snoops at NSA 
knew that he could break any 
code based on the 64 bit system 
with their Cray super 
computers, which only they 
had. Now, many people have 


super computers and therefore 


the ability to do only what the - 


NSA could do twenty years. 
Gifted hackers with a social 
conscience can stop playing 
silly dead end games and get 
politically sensitive 
information and post it on 
computer bulletin boards for 
all to see. 

Equally important, as 
getting and disseminating 
information is the prevention 
of information distribution. 
The government understands 
this and we saw the lengths 
that they went to “stop the flow 
of information during the 
Grenada, Panama and Persian 
Gulf adventures; they have also 
prevented information about 
the Iran-Contra affair from 
seeing the light of day. 
Moreover, they have 
propegandized a sizeable 
segment of the population into 
believing that secrecy was in 
their “national interest.” 

Fortunes turn on the 2 
yen drop or rise in the value of 
the dollar. These fortunes are 
meaning less to the lives of the 


average person; but to a select 
few the knowledge, when 
instantly communicated by 
phone to high rollers on Wall 
Street or in Beirut can mean 
tens of thousands of dollars. 
Fortunes change hands during 
the last hour of stock training 
and it all depends on the phone. 
Goods are bought and sold 
around the clock, orders are 
placed largely by telephone and 
it's adjuncts such as telex and 
fax. 

Some say that the US 
gave up it’s war against 
VietNam because the PRICE of 
pursuing it was too high. 
Because of the massive costs, 
social (protests) and economic 
(dollar burden), I’m not sure 
that was true because I don't 
know if the domestic costs were 
unbearable. However, the 
argument is plausible; when 
the cost-benefit analysis tells a 
corporation or a government 
agency that there is more to be 
lost than can be gained, I think 
they will respond. Assuming 
this to be true, we should 
organize to make it truly 
impossible for business as 
usual to go on as long as any 
state insists on killing it's own 
or any other people. The means 
for stopping business as usual 
by tying up the phone lines is 
technically feasible. It hads 
already been done by accident. 
For example, a Syracuse rock 
station, a number of years ago, 
was giving away tickets on a 
call in program on an area 
wide snow day. The thousands 
of kids who called in produced 
an area wide grid lock that 
lasted for hours. During this 
year’s super bowl, Pepsi Cola 


was planning a call in program 
in conjunction with the game. 
It decided not to do it when they 
realized (or were told) that they 
could produce nation wide 
disruption in phone service. On 


canis et 


a personal level we all have 
experienced this phenomenon 
when we called home on 
Mother’s Day or Christmas. 

This form of protest can 
stop business at the Pentagon 
or the CIA much more 
effectively, and at a fraction of 
the cost and effort involved in 
bussing 200,000 people to 
Washington. In fact, it can be 
done for free by creative use of 
Person to Person on collect 
calls. It could be used to 
immobilize the greed based 900 
numbers - 10 cents and you 
couold call 900-555-1212 all 
day long. Maybe then AT&T 
could find some way to help the 
con artists that thrive on the 
900 numbers from invading 
our privacy. 

There is also a lot that 
can be done with direct mail 
marketing. Simply returning 
all the prepaid envelopes to 
those who send them can cost a 
major corporation hundreds of 
thousands of dollars. Doing 
what one right-winger did to 
me could wreak havoc. This 
person sent me subscriptions to 
many magazines that he knew 
would annoy me. Of-course I 
was later billed for all these and 
of-course I never paid and of- 
course I told them to come pick 
up their trash. 

If and when things get 
out of hand communications 
by phone can be shut down 
world wide. In fact, because of 
the limited satelite links and 


finite number of transatlantic 
cable lines available. The 
strength of this way of 
organizing is that people 
around the world can help each 
other. For example, those who 
want to bring pressure to bear 
on the oligarchs of El Salvador 
can call them (at no cost if done 
creatively). Instead of trying to 
get millions to boycott 
Salvadoran coffee, reach out 
and touch someone. To, 
paraphrase Phil Ochs: “We’re 
not marching anymore; we’re 
going to let our fingers do the 
walking.” 

If any government (the 
US, GB, China, South Africa or 
Israel, for instance) moves to 
repress it’s people, those in 
other countries can move to 
stop business as usual in the 
offending country. As has 
become obvious by now, we can 
not expect one country to care 
about human rights in another 
country. Most governments are 
like Mafia chieftans that are 
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only concerned about 
territorial control. And like the 
Mafia, they usually don’t care 
what goes on within another 
family unless it hurts their 
economic interests. 

With the exception of 


secure computer facilities. 


(those with no links to the 
outside) are nalso succeptible to 
disruption and should be 
considered as a last resort if a 
government becomes truly 
repressive. 

What I have suggested 
by no means exhausts the 
various strategies that can be 


“used to shift some costs on to 


the backs of those who benefit 
from. imperialism and 


domestic tyranny. One can 
play around with the various 
reservation systems, and 
harrasing the various 
government snooping agencies 


-(eg- in GB you have GCHQ 


located in Cheltenham, and in 
the US you have the NSA at 
Fort Meade in Maryland.) can 
be accomplished by feeding 


_ them gibberish. The new 


generation of Cray System 
computes , that only 
government organization like 
the National Security Agency 
have, are unimaginably 
superior to the old Cray’s that 
could break any code in less 
than 24 hours. However, 
garbage in, garbage out still 
applies, filling the air waves 
(more specifically microwaves) 
with gibberish will keep big 


brothers... -computer...wheels. ——e 


turning, burt in the end they'll 
only have a lot of gibberish. So 
tet the games begin - there is 
more than enough brain power 
in the “peace movement” to 


make it happen. 
The most recent nearly 
spontaneous anti-war 


mobilization here and abroad 
shows that opposition to 
imperial wars exists. The 
breadth and depth of that 
opposition is more than 
adequate to carry out the 
strategy oulined above. It 
simply remains for those who 
have had enough to decide 
whether they are prepared to 
engage capitalist tyranny in 
some meaningful manner or 
whether they will continue 
their ritualistic marches on 
Washington . and 
counterproductive 


demonstrations at ‘the gates of 
military bases. 
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WONDERING WHY 


As I walk alone down the road I find 

in silence no peace of mind 

Pressures around have taken me down and I’ve found 
in silence the strangest sound. 


It’s so hard to know when to stay or go 
Where we will find the pleasures we have in mind. 


As you walk alone down the road you may find 
in silence a peace of mind 
Pressures around have tamed you around and now you've found 


in silence awozld of sound. 


Hard as I try to laugh, I ery 
Where will you go and leave me wondering why 
I’m wondering why I’m wondering why. 


As we walk slong down the road we'll find 
in silence a friend in time 


Pressures sound we all come along in time. 


It’s so hard to know when to stay or go 

Where we will find the pleasures in mind 

You tum away and leave me wondering why 

I’m wondering why, I look to the sky so high 

I’m wondering why can you really leam to fly so high 


And I’m wondering why 
I’m wondering why. 
STVZ, 1991 
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The last time I cried I 
was drunk and after that not 
getting drunk got to be real 
important to me and not crying 
was a part of that, I guess. 

. I-d.try.though...... 
Sometimes I'd be walking, late, 
and my eyes would water and 
I'd squint my eyes tight, 
concentrating on some 
memory. But then moonlight 
would fall, a cat would pass, a 
street light might interfere. My 
head was always there anyway. 

What I really want to 
say was there was this girl and 
she made me feel. She didn’t 
want to know, but I felt all the 
same. It was a real feeling, but I 
knew she wouldn’t take it so I 
held on to it for hours and 
months. 

One day she was having 
another crisis. She was 20. She 
was going to college. She took 
her crises very seriously. Like I 
took my feelings. I listened to 
her and offered help, like ’'d 
done before. I knew she 
wouldn’t take it, but I offered 

all the same. 

We were having lunch 
in a health food place. Her 
choice. Our meetings were 
getting rarer. She had a lot of 
people in her life. I was excited 
to see her, to hear about her 
problems. I told her there was a 
song I liked, a song that helped 
pull me up sometimes. She told 
me the band wasn’t cool and 
left early. 


We were due to see a 
film that night. She said it 
might help to get her out of 
herself. I thought a lot before 
we met. She bought the tickets. I 


didn’t offer. 1 bought popcorn........... 


She didn’t want any. She sat to 
my left. It was meant to be to 
my right. She breathed, crossed 
and uncrossed her legs, swayed 
the tip of her boot up and down, 
balancing the popcorn she 
didn’t want in her lap. In the 
background people talked in 
German. My companion 
seemed moved. Kind of. 

Later we had coffee, and 
I decided to act. “To thine own 
self be true,” I thought, asI 


spoke. 


“T feel like I can’t be 
myself around you,” I 
muttered. 

“Why?” she asked wide 
eyed, wide eyes resting on 
something terribly interesting 
to my right. “Is there 
something you need to tell me, 
something to be resolved” 

i I hummed and hawed 
and blushed and acted the way 
an old girlfriend said was cute. 

“Well.” The eyes were 
thinner, directed at me. I felt 
more scared, along with the 
other feelings. 

“[’ve had a crush on 
you.” I think I blurted it. My 
head raced. Cover the tracks. 
Run away, the Python warrior 
refrain. “But it’s no big deal, 
and I know it would never work 
and it’s just like a fourteen year 
old thing anyway and with the 
things going on with you. . .I 
didn’t want to say it because I 
didn’t want tolose your — 
friendship.” I was tired. I want 


you so bad it’s killing me, 
stayed in my head. 

“Yeah,” she said. She 
said other things too. She was 
always saying other things. But 


_you’d.have.to. know, the.tone.of.... 


that Yeah to see why that’s all I 
heard. 

We were sitting on the 
steps outside the coffee shop, 
smoking. A friend walked by. 

“What’s up?” he asked. 

“Saying goodnight,” I 
said. 

He left with a smile that 
made her laugh. When she 
calmed down she got serious in 
the clumsy way that people go 
from fun to business in the 
click of a finger. She asked that 
I tell her if the feeling came up 
again, something along those 
lines. I don’t know why. 

I told her, okay, I won’t 
grab you and kiss you. I’ll just 
tell you. 


Photo’s: Deb Donnelley 
Words: Will Georgiades 
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“That’s not funny,” she 
said earnestly. An ambulance 
wailed by, killing my witty 
rejoinder. Later I heard the 
victim of a stabbing was in the 
back,-dying. I.didn’t think 
about that then. 

She went away, saying 
we'd meet at a certain time and 


place and I'd look at her poetry. 


I blew off the meeting. We 
never talked after that. An 
occasional “Hi” was all and 
even that was dropped after a 
while. When we’d pass on the 
street I could never tell if she 
was looking at me out of her 
wrap around shades. I’d say 
hello anyway, just to be sure 
she didn’t want to know. 
Later, I was having a 
good day, ending it in another 
coffee shop. She walked by and 


niin as caine ES ptt 


the day dropped like an IV 
high. I'd thought I was over it 
all, that I’d gotten enough facts 
down about her to dismiss her 
as another human. 

She was, I told myself, a 
fucking Smithie. A 20 year old 
Smithie up from the rural 
south. Gone to a rich girls 
school at 18 with a wardrobe of 
turtlenecks, top 40 tapes and 
fluffy hair. She went to parties 
on her campus, the kind you 
could only get in to if your 
name was on a list. She went to 
enough of these events to secure 
herself a townie boyfriend. I 


knew the guy. He was like me, a © 


rich kid who drank all the time, 
moving closer to 30, wondering 
what to do with his life. 

This was all new. The 
goddess was shattering. I 
hunted the information down 
like I’'d never done at the 
newspaper I’d worked at. I'd 
worked there because 
Hemingway did that, but I 
didn’t feel like him. 

So she got her townie 
boyfriend, at least to her he was, 
and she met the musicians and 
talkers and started to disengage 
from the past. She’d been 
religious, she’d told me, but 
then something had happened, 
she’d said, leaving me to think. 

She’d missed 
adolescence, rebellion. I 
thought of an old Voice review 
of Sinead O’Connor : “there’s 
little more cliched than an 18 
year old angry at the world 
turned to a twentysomething 
feeling okay about life.” Things 
were much the same here, just 
backward. 

So she fucked the townie 
boyfriend’s room mate, shook 


off the cashmere, hid the charge 
card in favor of thrift stores, got 
the black, the leather, the 
English boots, the apartment in 
town (paid for by a Daddy she 
hated). She got into socially 
acceptable music, went above 
and beyond by DJing at college, 
had the nervous breakdown 
and dropped out for while. 

It went on and on. She 
made herself fit so bad it hurt to 
hear the stories. But I kept _ 
asking, I had to know she was 
just another human. Everyone 
told the same tale, the good 
Smithie playing bad, just for 
now, as long as it was safe. 
Sometimes it got real vicious, 
especially from the old 
boyfriends, the requisite 
number of girlfriends. I thrived 
on the nastiness. I tried to 


‘remember when I was 20. I 


tried to feel sorry for her. I 
remembered her saying girls 
grow quicker than boys. 


It was good to know 
behind the dark lenses she was 
as scared as me. 

So I knew stuff. I had a 
grip. I had contempt. It was 
shared. It was time to lighten 
up, my friends told me. Save 
those feelings for someone real, 
her friends told me. It was okay 
now. Really. 

Then she walked by, 
right as I looked up. Our eyes 
met through glass. She didn’t 
register. She kept walking. 
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I looked around me for 
something to grab on to. The 
letter I was writing, the coffee, 
the table, a person, my 


. knowledge of her. 


A few minutes later I 
was hurrying down the street 
after her, frantically smoking, 
cursing the cars in my way. I 
never saw her back, but I 
walked for miles, over to the 
next town, thinking about her 
puffy cheeks, the constant pout, 
wishing I were drunk. 

Later, it went away 
some when I said hello to 
someone. I looked at someone 
else. I said hello. She said how 
are you and I walked away and 
smiled. And the smile was — 
bigger and better than any 
pout. 


Birds land on a snowy plain 
eating fire, 
their beaks in the flames. 


I can hear their call 
to faraway saviors 
hidden by fright. 


Scott Nance 


Outrunning The B-Word: 


A Conversation with 
Rich Stearns and Judy 
Hyman of The Horse Flies 


By Leah Ryan 


I urge you to listen to the Horse 
Flies’ newest album, Gravity 
Dance, on the MCA label. Be 
prepared, however, to venture 
into the "Folk" section of your 
local record store to find it. 
Although the band and their 
manager have no question that 
their music falls under the 
heading of "Alternative Rock", 
even that diverse category is 
apparently unable to make room 
for a band that is influenced by 
Appalachian fiddle music. Of 
course, they have a lot of other 
influences as well. "Whenever 
anyone sees a banjo or a fiddle, 
they immediately pigeonhole 
you," says Rich Stearns. He 
offers "The Beverly Hillbillies" 
as a good example of what 
people think of when they lay 
eyes on a banjo. "And then the 
B-Word surfaces. Fuckin B- 
Word. We've been trying to 
outrun the B-word since the first 
day." 

B is for Bluegrass. Old-time 
Fiddle music, says Stearns, is 
completely different from 
Bluegrass. If it seems like 
splitting hairs, listen to "Jenny 
On The Railroad" from the 
Horse Flies last LP, Human Fly. 
Then listen to "The Beverly 
Hillbillies." The former sounds 
more like Rock'n'Roll than 
anything else you'll find in the 
Folk section, and it would even 


without The Horse Flies’ 
revisions (electric instruments 
and modernized lyrics). "I love 
our roots," says Stearns. "But 
where our roots really are is not 
usually where the blame gets 
placed.” 

What do you call a band that 
plays electrified versions of 
Appalachian fiddle tunes 


(sometimes with modernized 


lyrics) side by side with originals 
that can remind you of Joy 
Division and The Talking 
Heads? The Horse Flies also list 
African rhythms among their 
many influences. But when you 
think about it, there's nothing 
unusual about African rhythms 
influencing American pop music. 
Furthermore, the banjo, which is 
recognized as a mainstay of 
traditional American music, is 
actually derived from African 
sources. In other words, if we 
take all the narrow categories that 
the media and the record 
companies try to train us to think 
with and throw them out the 
window, the Horse Flies' 
influences don't seem 
incongruous at all. 

In defense of MCA, Rich 
Stearns says, "They may be 
[marketing for a folk audience] 
to take the people that we used to 
have along with us." The Horse 
Flies' four original members 
(Claus, Hayward, Hyman and 
Stearns) were once a fairly 
traditional, all-acoustic 
stringband. Later, with the 
addition of the drums and keys, 
they still fell under the folk 
umbrella. The album Human Fly 
(on Rounder) can also be found 
in the folk section of your record 


store, though once you listen to 
it you might wonder why. 

"The fact that this commercial 
thing has happened is really a 
riot on one level," says Judy 
Hyman. "The upshot is that we 
happened to catch MCA at a time 
when they want to get into this 
burgeoning alternative rock 
scene and they don't know Jack 
shit about it. So they're not 
bugging us to do anything we 
don't want to do, because they 
know that what they really want 
is us." 

Stearns says, "The whole 
marketing thing has never been 
the slightest concern to me, 
because I've never even 
considered the fact that we 


would make any money. More 
now than ever. The better things 


get, the more farfetched it seems 
that we're ever going to make a 
living at it." 

The Horse Flies began going 
electric in 1986, with the 
addition of Taki Masuko on 
drums and Peter Dodge on 
electric keyboard and accordion. 
Hyman says: "When we realized 
we had the opportunity to make 
that record (Human Fly) we sort 
of asked, should we do what it is 
we do live, which was just the 
four of us acoustically? Or 
should we do what it is we've 
been fantasizing and go for that? 
It was after that record that we 
said, let's do this. Let's add 
these people.” . 

The process of electrifying has 
been "Pure fun,” says Hyman, 
and it's still going on. It hasn't 
been as simple as adding pick- 
ups to the acoustic instruments. 
Digital effects and new 


- instruments have been added. 


The Banjo, says Hyman, was a 
particular problem. Stearns tried 
everything, including putting a 
mike in his pants. It wasn't 
clean, clear or loud enough. 
"Eventually," says Hyman, "he 
went though a progression of 
first putting a mike right in the 
banjo, and then putting a pickup 
right in the banjo, and then he 
got himself a digital effects unit, 
and then he started futzing 
around with the guitar." The 
result, at this point, is that 
Stearns has three banjos which 
are tuned in the three keys he 
uses most, and three solid-body 
electric guitars which are strung 
like banjos (with five strings) 
and tuned identically. "We 


played a six tune set in New. 


York," says Hyman, “and he did 
it with six different instruments. 
He used a different one for every 
song." Jeff Claus went through a 
similar progression. Now he's 
playing his banjo-ukelele though 
a digital effects unit and has a 
Fender Telecaster strung up like 
a uke. "So now he plays a bunch 
of stuff the way he plays the 
uke, but it's electric guitar, " 


says Hyman. 

Stearns says it’s "pretty 
strange” to be playing the guitar 
as much as he has been lately. 


They're all tuned like banjos. In. 


one sense, my left hand is totally 
at home. But my right hand's 
like, what the hell is going on 
here?...and when you hit a note 
(on guitar), it could ring for 
hours. On a banjo you hit the 
note and it's gone." Stearns says 
he likes the guitar, though. "I 
can finally get some ideas out 
that didn't come across on the 
banjo." As for the banjos, he's 


hardly forgotten them; there are 
paintings on the heads of two of 
them now. They make me think 
of Marc Chagall. They also 
remind me of some real nice 
graffiti I've seen. "I wanted them 
to come across as_ urban 
intruments,” he says. 

It's tempting, when considering 
the Horse Flies’ cross- 
categorical sound, to simply 
admire their willingness to 
experiment. The fact that they've 
stuck together though all their 
transformations is amazing in 
itself. "It's a really interesting | 
process to take everyone's 
uniqueness and shape it into 
something cohesive," Hyman 
says. But they've done more 
than survive the changes; they're 
thriving. And they certainly 
don't sound like an experiment. 

When Stearns was summoned 
for his sound check, I asked him 
whether the paint on the banjo 
heads had any effect on the 
sound. "That's what I've gotta 
go fix right now," he said. 
Nobody's written any books 
about that yet. 

If you're looking for Gravity 
Dance and you find it in the Folk 
section, keep in mind that it 
wants to be in the Pop section. 
Call it whatever you have to call 
it in order to get it. Call it 
"Alternative Rock." Leave the B- 
word out of it. Most importantly, 
though, listen to it. That's what 
it's for. Most likely, you'll 
forget to worry about what to 
call it. 


FICTION 
By Ed Hoban 


The palatial library on 
forty-second street was free, 
and being a place of ample 
space was a welcome escape 
from my sarcophagul room 
on the Lower East Side. It was 
a forty some block walk, but 
there were few claims on my 
time. I had just moved to New 
York and had no friends, the 
bankroll I brought had not yet 
eroded to the panic point. I had 
to reach the panic point before 
getting a job. So I made my 
way up Broadway through a 
drizzle that melted the tops of 
taller buildings into it’s 
shroud. The library was really 
too big to be inviting. The Big 
Lions and Stone Pillars 
seemed to be warning to those 
with less noble ambitions. The 
rain had slicked the marble 
steps, and I noticed that they 
were borrowed from the 
innumerable feet that ground 
them year after year. I walked 
in, and stood bewildered in the 
foyer. I was used to regular 
libraries, where the first thing 
you see are the books. There 
wasn’t even a sign to direct me 
to the books, only a tree 
sagging with ornaments that 
reminded me of what a dismal 
Christmas I had that year. 
Fortunately my options were 
limited to two; grand stone 
staircases flanked me on either 


side..I went to the right. The: — 


stairs wound up, curving to 
the left. Everything was 
marble, unpolished marble 
that made for a hushed, 
nacreous glow. When I 
reached the top I saw that the 
other stairs also emptied into 
the same hallway that I was 
now in. Foolproof, as it were. 
What was marble was now 
oak, the walls rose up in dark 
grains to meet vaulted ceilings. 
I sensed activity to the right, 
and saw people hammering 
away at computer terminals. 
The brass placard indicated 
that it was the reference room. 

I had come with 
intentions of studying some 
Blake, or maybe getting a start 
on Dostoyevsky’s The Idiot, 
but last night’s drinking had 
dulled my appetite for the big 
leaguers, so I decided to check 
out some Bukowski. I brought 
his name up on the computer 
and ran through the titles, 
most of which I was familiar 
with. One exception caught 
my eye and I wrote down the 
call number, looking around 
for some sort of map to the 
Dewey system. I found 
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Lick it 
Stamp it 
Send it 


nothing and decided to seek 
some human assistance from 
the librarian. She explained 
the system to me, which 


“seemed somehow strange. I 


was to give my completed book 
request slip to another person 
behind another desk, who 
would then send it down the 
vacuum tube to the people 
working in the book stacks, 
who would in turn locate my 
book and send it up via 
dumbwaiter to the main 
reading reading room. I 
followed these instructions, 
but a glitch developed. It 
seemed that this Bukowski 
book would require special 
measures to obtain. 

“This one’s in Rare 
Books, room 316. Back out the 


door and across the hall.” Rare 
books? What kind of Bukowski 
book would be in the Rare 
Books department? I mulled 
over the possibilities, 
imagining some early drafts 
scrawled on beer stained toilet 
paper. I walked back out into 
the cool wood hall, and there 
was Rare Books, room 316, 
with two guards posted at the 
doorjambs. I walked in, the 
only soul in a sprawling hall 
that seemed fit to host 
roistering Gauls feasting on 
legs of mutton and hoisting 
flagons of spirits, but instead 
of various books and 
manuscripts lay sealed in 
vitrines, like dead socialists in 


hermetic viewing caskets. ‘The 


walls were lined with dim 
portraits, and a bust of 
Cromwell held vigilance over 
the silence. Temperature and 
humidity control devices 
added to the sensation of 
preserved death. I wandered 
about a bit, coming upon what 
I assumed was the office. The 


_ door was ajar, so I walked in. 


The room was big enough, but 
a massive ancient desk 
crowded the walls. The woman 
sitting behind it was doing 
paperwork, and waited a few 
thick moments before 
acknowledging my presence 
finally casting a glance across 
the expanse of burnished 
hardwood that separated us. 

“What can I do for 
you?” her voice was laced with 
disdain, and I began wishing 
I'd showered, or at least 
changed the clothes I woke up 
in. I slid the request slip across 
the desk to her. 


I'd like to see this 
book.” 

She looked it over, 
nodding her head silently. 

“And who are “you 
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affiliated with?” she asked. 

“Excuse me?” 

“What’s your field of 
study, are you writing an 
article or something?” 

“No, I just want to read 
7 

“You want to read it,” 
she repeated. This seemed an 
unusual and_ odious 
proposition to her. 


“Alright,” she sighed, 


“fill out this form.” She 
handed me a booklet. The 
whole situation was becoming 
ridiculous, and I thought of 
abandoning the venture, but 
there was really nothing else 
for me to be doing. The booklet 


covered the vital stats; name, © 


rank and serial number, all of 
which I filled out, leaving the 
lines after “Subject of 
research” blank. She read it 
over. 

“You'll have to mark 
something here after “Subject 
of research,” she said, handing 
it back to me. I pondered for a 


- moment, then wrote down, 


“Alcohol and Poetry.” 

She read it with a read 
it with a blank face. 

“How long will you 


‘need access to the materials?” 


“What are my 
choices?” 

“Well,” she explained, 
“I can issue you a two day 
pass, a two week pass, or a six 
month pass.” 

“Better make it six 


brow as stern as I could 
muster. 

She filled out a little 
wallet sized card, which I 
signed, figuring that if I ever 
had to see another rare book, at 
least I wouldn’t have to go 
through the interrogation mill 
again. I thanked the woman 
and left, wondering at the 
absurdity of the whole thing. I 
made my way out, past the 
entombed books, and winding 
my way through less 
imposing corridors, reaching 
the place where the rare books 
are actually read. It was locked. 
A pretty but stoic woman 
admitted me into the room, 
scrutinizing me with a curled 
lip. I handed her my pass and 
request form for the Bukowski 
book. She escorted me to a table 
and told me my book would be 
brought up in a moment. The 
air in the room was close and 
hot, I didn’t dare take my 
sweatshirt off for fear of 
releasing the acrid bourbon 
sweats trapped within, which I 
had been catching occasional 
wafts of, and which a tee shirt 
alone could not contain. The 


months,” I said furrowing my — 


Send it 


She also dropped a pair of 
white cotton dust gloves on the 
table, declaring “I’m afraid I 
will have to ask you to wear 
these.” 

This was the limit, and 
I wondered if the whole set up 
was a plot to make me feel like 
a filthy soak. I looked at the 
frayed cuff of my sweatshirt, 
which looked like black oil 
cloth from lack of washing. I 
was pretty dirty. And 
everybody else was so fucking 
clean that it made me feel all 
the more begrimed. 
Nonetheless I donned the 
gloves with ceremony, for, as is 
said, I was already dirty. She 
brought the book and placed it 
ever so gently in the plush 
purple cradle of my book 
stand. The book lay there, and 
the thought of opening it and 
reading it. was about. as 
appealing as pulling a pickled 
fetus from a jar of 
formaldehyde. I turned 
around to look behind me. 
Some little peckernosed pedant 
was poring over an 
illuminated vellum 
manuscript, without gloves! I 
looked again at the woman 
across from me. She too was 
pawing the parchment with 
naked flesh. 

I became incensed, and 
looking at my gloved hands 
and back at the book, which 
was only a bound edition of 
Black Sparrow magazine, I 
had to laugh. I laughed out 
loud, and the starched shirts 
looked up in consternation. 
What would Bukowski think 
of all this, 1 wondered, what 
would he do? Waggle his 
finger (ungloved) down his 
woman across from me looked 
to be in her thirties, brown 
hair pulled back into a tight 
knotted bun, clad in a dull 
woolen business suit. She was 
leafing through large sheets of 
parchment filled with the 
grand, spidery handwriting 
that comes from a quill pen. I 
was feeling a little out of place 
sitting there with nothing in 
front of me when the librarian 
came back with wooden 
wedges which she set before me 
like a dinner plate, draping 4 
bolt of purple velvet over them. 


throat until he vomited all 
over the book, or maybe open it 
up and hawk a big green 
looger out onto the pages, 


simultaneously farting flappy 


beer farts. I did nothing but 
remove my gloves and leave 
quietly, which was probably 
why I was usually reading 


other’s poems instead of. 


cesta iss 


writing my Own. 
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FOR PETE”S SAKE WHY DOES THE PREPUBESCENT PINK PUNK POSSUM 


PREEN IN PULASKI PARK AFTER DARK? 


of possible headlines. . . 

“Peaceable Kingdom Arrives in Paradise.” 
“Twas a weekend nocturnal marsupial 
teenager with frosted mane 

competing with ferrets 

for strokes 

wiggling its ears to the accolades of crowds. 


Orphaned on the fourth of July 


_ by a fleeing Ferrari 


this impossible possum 

gathered a protective posse 

of cyberpunk hippies from hell 

intent on foisting affection 

it was only too tickled pink to glean 

in streets too mean, too young to wean. 
I could tell by the red gleam 


its eyes emanated under the lantern orange glow. 


Two wee ones had lingered on 

after mom’s midnight demise 

chilling out, lounging about 

to a child of the 60s touch, 

lacking only leather and skateboard 
alongside human complements 

playing makeshift masseuse 

or junior Happy Valley therapists. 
Would Honor Court signs soon sprout 
legislating lingering with hirsute wildlife? 


This lil’ one grinned and grimaced 

as it bellied up for motley stragglers 

to stroke n’ coax it to hang by 

its prehensile tail every fall evening 

‘bout ‘leven; 

this juxtaposition of humans and nature 

on this tiny brick bound ground 

out of synch yet not so incongruous anymore. 


The-frozen yogurt emporiums piqued it not 
nor the movie or music halls or the 

furless finery of fare over there 

along the trendoids thoroughfare. 

It only needed to get its strokes. 

and be here now, good ‘nuff _ 

for this narrow nosed nurf; 

no fluff or any ‘that other stuff 

not even the wedges of Asian pear I: placed 
before it by the Chinese cherry. 


REFLECTIONS ON MY DOG’S SQUAT 
My dog walks freely down the street. 


She follows her nose and not her feet. 
In morning, she brings chain, and 


pulls me, usually carrying something for breakfast I’m trying to eat... 


Go straight! Let’s go where we are going! 
You’ve already smelled that brush in there! 
Focus on getting somewhere, 

she hears me admonish her. 


We reach the bench by the waterfall. 
I sit at last eating. 
I feed her muffins from the cafe. 


She strains to be free so as to go and bury them. 


I unhook her chain and 

she’s off! 

Without even a look over her shoulder, 
she forgets about me. 

She smells this bush, and pees 

and that bush, and pees again. 

I wonder, what does she look for? 

What does she smell for? 


“No education is complete without a year spent in the woods.” John Muir 


Was this happenstance crossing | 


on the path or was this 

possum possessed of purpose 

yet docile as a dog 

curious as a cat? 

As it lay amidst a throng in tongs 
in the eerily backlit enclosure. 


We in our ancient trail 

with the animals were one. 

Could borrowing or burrowing 

back that tail improve 

lineage leaping us back to nature 

and its leveling spirit and connecting? 


I’m that possum 

we’re all that critter 

orphaned in history . 

needy of collective kinetic contact 

and a brush with primal element before 
scurrying to our escape 

over the hill 

or the cityscape. 


by Joel Stanley 
Northampton, MA. 


We turn at last left at the river bed, 

go up the hill. 

In the woods, her search and squat is more -- poetic, 

well, lyrical if you will -- 

In the woods, her squat-to-pee seems to be 

more of a way of leaving her mark, 

more of a “found spot” to communicate, to commemorate, 

her form of art. Rather than a relief of bladder, 

a. continuous stream of yellow ink which God had given her 

to freely paint his or her universe whenever the whim occurred to her. 
Or whenever the proper devotional attitude overcame her.: 
Buddhists sit, Catholics fall on their knees, Jews, we wail -- dogs, 
they squat to pee! 


I wondered why it had never occurred to me. 
We crossed the walk. 


A young poet, overjoyed and ecstatic, 
flew before us, squatted by river as he found 
his spot. He sat cross-légged, in 


How does one recognize a spot to pee that says “Yes! Over here That’s me!” torn jeans and dirty white tee shirt 


Are these tracks, of primordial ancestors? 
Are these messages for midnight lovers? 
Are these spots to visit in dreams? 


And trained as a human as I am, I 
pee once (albeit in the pot) and I’m done. 


Not so my dog. 
She pees once and twice and once again. 


To her to take a walk means a continuous series of sniffing out places to 


take a leak again, I muse as 

we descend. 

We cross the bridge across from the waterfall. 
We turn towards the athletic field. 

She continues this search and squat procedure. 
I find myself wincing 


hoping joggers she barks at won’t see her or she, them. 


inhaled his beauty before him 
preparing to strike paper with ink. 


Yes out came 
notebook out of left rear pocket 
out came pen 
from over right ear 
and he prepared to burst as I approached closer to observe him. 
Yet then, just then I noticed my dog had run 500 yards on 
to find another spot. I saw her rolling 
in the mud at the river’s edge 
And though quite unchained, 
- lam 
off. 


Batya Weinbaum 
Northampton, 1991 


An Open Letter | 
to J.D. Salinger 


I was sitting around in 
one of these coffee shops with a 
bunch of friends, talking about 
how I can't write and I don't like 
anything I've been reading. How 
this one book I'm reading is 
beautifully written about 
nothing. How it's a_ big 
goddamn hit with everybody 
even though it isn't about 
anything. Alright, so it's not 
about nothing absolutely, but it 
sure isn't about much. It isn't 
about enough. I think it's 
supposed to be about love, 
whatever the hell that’s supposed 
to mean. And then there are 
some books that are about too 
much. The writer gets all hung 
up on some noble cause or 
whatever and by the time you're 
halfway through the book, 
you're like alright already. 

I think it was me that 
brought your name up... In fact, 
I'm pretty sure, because I think 
what I said was, Maybe I should 
just go home and read Salinger. 
To make me feel better, sort of, 
since I was going through one of 
thoses things where all writers are 
assholes and that includes me, so 
maybe I should just go to trade 
_ school and be done with it. 
Cynical, I guess you could call it. 
Anyway, so I said Salinger and 
people were going Oo Ah Oh 
Yeah. Talking about how the Fat 
Lady in Franny And Zooey is 
God and all that kinda stuff. For a 
minute, even though we felt pretty 
hopeless, we got kind of excited. 
But you know, whenever the 
subject comes up, somebody has 
to say, "Hey, where is he, 
anyway? Didn't he like disappear 
into the woods somewhere and 
nobody's seen him for years and 


years or something?" And then 
there's always a discussion about 
which state it was...Vermont or 
New Hampshire or what. You 
really enjoy this, don't you? 


Well, I went home and I 
started reading. I read all four of 
them. I read Catcher in the Rye 
first because that's the most 
famous one and I wanted to act 
like I didn't like it. So our hero 
Holden Caulfield starts going on 
and on about how he knows that a 
book really knocks him out when 
he wishes he could call the author 
up anytime he wanted, and how 
there are other books he likes, but 
not enough to want to call the guy 
up or anything. That just about 
killed me. All I could think was, 
if there's one author in the whole 
world I want to call up, it's JD 
Salinger, and nobody has his 
goddamn phone number. 
I know what you're 
thinking. You're thinking I want 
to call you up so I can ask you all 
kinds of dumb questions, like 
whether or not you had a brother 
that died, since practically all your 
characters had a brother that died. 
Or what you've been up to all 
these years, or why you went 
away in the first place. I have a 


_ pretty good idea, at least partly, 


why you went away. So you 
wouldn't have to answer all those 
dumb questions. If I could call 
you up, I wouldn't ask you 
questions like that. I wouldn't tell 
you I thought you were a brilliant 
genius, either. 

You probably already 
figured out that I'm a writer so I 
guess you're thinking I would call 
you up to fell you that, as if I was 
the only one in the universe, and 
ask you to help me get published 
or something. Well, I wouldn't. I 
usually don't like to talk about it, 
but I will tell you that when I 


write stories they always have» 


God in them but usually it isn't 
the regular God like they talk 


--about in church or anything (like 


Holden Caulfield says, I like 
Jesus alright, but the disciples 
annoy the hell out of me). And 
one time, somebody read one of 
my stories and told me (no 
kidding) Hey, you're like a new 
female JD Salinger. I didn't know 
whether to throw up or cry or 
what. Of course, I'm sure not 
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everybody feels that way. But let 
me tell you, when I'm thinking 


something, 
emphasize it, I think it in italics. 
Not only that, but I capitalize 
things for no reason at all, except 
that I think they should be 
capitalized. And what about 
sentence structure? To hell with 
subjects and predicates, for cryin' 
out loud. A sentence is a sentence 
if it sounds like something that the 
person who is saying it would 
say. 

I should mention that I wasn't 
forced to read Catcher In The Rye 
in high school. I didn't go to high 
school. I don't remember why I 
read it. I didn't think the title 
made any sense. I think I read 
Nine Stories first, and then my 
mother sent me her copy of 
Franny And Zooey, which I still 
have. I think she was forced to 
read it in college or something. 
Anyway, I'm glad I missed it in 
school, because if I had to write a 
paper or take a test on it, I think it 
would just about make me sick. I 
have a hard time even talking 
about it. But every time I saw a 
used copy of Nine Stories, for 
like a dollar or something, I used 
to buy it and give it to somebody. 
Just give it to them, is all. I didn't 
want to talk about it. 

See, that's the thing. For 
years it's been this big secret with 
me that there's something 
goddamn spiritual about a girl 
walking around with a goddamn 
half a chicken sandwich in her 
coat pocket, or a kid watching 
orange peels float out the window 


of a ocean liner. Or a guy that 


_keeps saying "J don't know. How 


“the hell should 7 know?" and then -~-and"how a Greyhound bus ‘smells ~ 


he answer the question, down to 
the last detail. Or like in Franny 
And Zooey, where there's a 
whole page practically that gives a 
precise, descriptive inventory of 
the family medicine cabinet. 
Obviously there's more to all this 
than cats named Bloomberg and 
ducks in Central Park and Fat 
Ladies. The whole goddamn thing 
makes me want to cry and I don't 
know why and I don't want to 
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and I want to > 


talk about it. Who cares about all 
that junk in the Glass family's 
medicine cabinet, for chrissake? 
How come I can't stop thinking 
about it? 

The thing about all these 
people is that they go around 
hating everything and everybody. 
At least, that's what it seems like. 
And then all of the sudden, a 
chicken sandwich or a merry-go- 
round or a bananafish makes you 
realize that they really don’t. 
What really kills me is, that's just 
what it's like. Just the other day I 
felt really lousy until I smiled at a 
dog and he smiled back. He really 
did. A goddamn bouquet of roses 
couldn't have made me happier. 

And another thing. When 


Holden Caulfield asked Jane. 


Gallagher if her- Booze-hound 
stepfather had ever tried to...you 
know...get funny with her, and 
Jane said no but she started crying 
and she couldn't stop...well, 
come on. You know and I know 
what that means. Even Holden 
Caulfield knew. But if she had 
really said it, like come right out 
and said yes, well, it would have 
seemed so phony I would have 
thrown the book across the room 
or something. But when she 
played checkers, she kept all her 
kings in the back row, right? 

I'll bet your name isn't 
even JD Salinger. I don't know 
where you are, but I'm pretty sure 


you're not dead. Don't get me 
wrong, I don't worship you or 
anything. But if I ever get 
famous, I hope people go around 
thinking about cows and vending 
machines and janitors and frogs 
and ski hats in the summertime 


like a dentist's office. There's a 
bent and somewhat torn snapshot 
of a black-and-white cat asleep on 
a porch railing in the Glass 
family's medicine cabinet that 
keeps reminding me that I don't 
hate everything and everybody. I 
don't know why, and I don't 
want to talk about it. 


By Leah Ryan 


Look at the sunset, 


ripped open 
and bleeding. 


Kiss the women 
until they collapse. 


Watch the grey water . 
flow with obsession. 


Drink the rain 
like you were 
dead. 


Scott Nance 
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More Cooking 
with Joan Shelby 


Keep those cards and 
letters coming! This month 
Matthew Herschler, of 
Northampton’s own 
Herschler Brothers, wrote and 
asked for a column about 
budget food -- good food on a 
tight budget: 
the starving artists diet plan. 

Another fan, who asked 
to remain anonymous, 
suggested I quit talking about 
ham and focus on vegetarian 
recipes. 

Jean Shelby lived with a 
macrobiotic guy (no meat, fish 
or dairy products) and learned 
a lot about vegetarian cooking. 
Some recipes, like the fried 

“tempeh with nutritional yeast 
and mustard sauce, I'll omit. 
(Just be grateful.) Neither will 
I tell you how to make a “New 
England Tofu Boiled Dinner.” 
If you really want that, ’'m 
sure you know where to get it. 

Vegetarian fare is better 
if it is not trying to imitate a 
meat product. Hence I will 
promote no products like tofu 
pups or fakin’ bacon... 

Cheap vegetarian food, 
when prepared with just a 
modicum of common sense 
and taste, need not be boring, 
bad or bland. 

I should also mention 
that you must eat protein so 
you don’t end up feeling as 
scruffy on the inside as you 
look on the outside. This is 
something you must avoid. 
Besides, lack of protein makes 
you feel constantly hungry. So 


include in your diet some of all 
the following: 


yogurt 

tofu 

cheese 

eggs 

milk 

combination foods (i.e.beans and rice) 
See your nutritionist for details. 


The following recipes 
should fit in your budget 
(especially if you have a 
garden) and provide a tasty 
and nutritional meal or two 
without a lot of struggle. 


Posnnt Bitton Macdlon 


4-6 cups cooked linguini, spaghetti or 
whole wheat pasta. 

1 bunch chopped scallions. 

Sauce -- beat together with wire whisk: 
1/2 cup peanut butter (or tahini) 

2 T lime juice (or lemon) 

2 T soy sauce 

2 T honey 

2 T sesame oil 

1 T hot oil (optional) 

Toss noodle and scallion with sauce and 
chill. Add diced vegetable, or water 
chestnuts if desired. 


in 1/4 cup olive oil saute: < 
2 minced garlic cloves 
1 sliced onion 


1 sliced red pepper (or green) 

1 sliced eggplant (skin on) 

simmer covered till soft, then add: 

2 T curry powder 

1 T cumin powder 

1 T tumeric 

dash of cayenne 

1 small can chick peas with juice 

2 T tahini or peanut butter 

Simmer covered 10 minutes longer over 
low heat, add more curry for hotter dish. 
Serve over rice with plain yogurt if | 
desired. 


thuinmes 


Blend in blender or food processor 
2-4 minced garlic cloves 

1/4 c. lemon juice 

1/4-- 1/2 c. tahini 

1 16 ounce can chick peas 


salt and pepper to taste. 


Gazpacho 4 

In blender or food processor chop to 
desired consistency and chill -- 

2-4 minced garlic cloves 

1 small onion 

1 diced green pepper 

1 large or 2 small peeled cucumbers 
1 16 ounce can whole tomato 

2 T wine vinegar 

2 T olive oil 

1-2 tsp tabasco 

1 T lemon juice 

salt and pepper to taste 

V8 or tomato juice to thin. 


Gazpacho 2 

1 cucumber 

1 medium red onion 

1 green pepper 

1 red pepper 

4-6 tomatoes 

3/4 cup V8 

1/3 cup olive oil 

1/4 cup red.wine vinegar 

garlic and cayenne pepper to taste 

With most blenders you must split up 
the ingredients and make the soup in two 
batches, because everything will not fit in 
a standard size blender. Divide up 
ingredients, chopping roughly into 
chunks. Quarter the tomatoes. Blend to 
desired consistency, adjust seasonings. 
Serve chilled. 


CR resis 

2-3 potatoes 

1 small head broccoli 

1 green and or red pepper 

1 onion 

1-2 tomatoes (optional) 

garlic 

1/3 - 1/2 pound cheddar cheese, grated 
vegetable oil 

salt and pepper. 

Dice onion, chop garlic and saute in oil 


in large skillet until onion is translucent. 


Add potatoes, diced to homefry size and 
cook over medium to medium high heat 
until they start to brown. Add broccoli, 
separated into manageable pieces. Stir 
around some more, add diced peppers 
-and tomatoes, saute until potatoes are as 
crisp as you like them and peppers are 
slightly soft. You can either serve with 
grated cheese on top, stir it into the 
potatoes, or put it on top and stick the 


whole thing under the broiler for a 
minute. 


saute in 1/8 cup sesame oil 
2 minced garlic cloves 
chinese hot pepper (to taste) 
1 T minced fresh ginger 
1 sliced eggplant or: 

1 head chopped broccoli 

1 bunch whole asparagus 

1 pound snipped green beans 
cover and cook till tender, then add: 
2 T soy sauce 
serve over rice, or cold as salad. may add 
marinated tofu last 3 minutes of cooking 
marinate at least one hour in soy sauce 
and ginger. 
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d Thyme Deli 


at the Roundhouse 


Great Lunches 
Monday “ Saturday 


HOME MADE SOUPS, SALADS, BREADS, 


Featuring 


PASTRIES, and DAILY SPECIALS 


All Fresh, All Homemade 


SALAD B 


ENTRANCE: FROM MAIN STREET, THROUGH 
PULASKI PARK AND ACROSS THE BRIDGE 
OR ROUNDHOUSE PARKING LOT 
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THE TIME HAS COME TO 


DEFEND YOURSELF! | 


Snugger Fit For 

Extra Sensitivity 

Gain & Keep Love 

Fight Back and Win! 

PROVEN FOR 2000 YEARS! 

mee These have been in use since 

Biblical times. They will help you as they 
have helped so many others. They have 
stood the test of time and ages. 


So now you can walk without fear. 
Solves all problems, love, 
marriage, business, health. 
Reunites separated. Shows you 
how to control every situation 
inlife. folds up so it’s, easy to 
carry, perfect to keep handy 
in the glove compartment of 


your car! 


No federal 
license 
or gun 
permits 


needed! 


It’s fun and easy 
Exciting, 
interesting 


HOW TO PREVENT YOUR 


RAPE + ROBBERY + MURDER 


And 


- Give yourself 


a Good Time! 
Be Lucky, Loved and Rich 


WITH THE ULTIMATE SELF PROTECTION DEVICE 


FOR NON-VIOLENT PEOPLE 


That's right! Feel completely safe and secure wherever you go. 
Yes! In just seconds you can immediately disable any attackers — 
leaving them rolling on the floor in pain for about 30 minutes. 


FULL FUNCTION JOY-STICK — IT DOES 
WHATEVER YOU WANT IT TO DO! 


Its state-of-the-art joy-stick makes it easy and fun to manuever in 


all directions. 


completely safe! 
/ NO PREVIOUS TRAINING NEEDED 


Feed Mechanism Hand-to-hand 
Oro-Pleasure System 


; Your unlucky assailant will receive Ward Off All Evil 
the surprise of his life and will become 


temporarily blinded and paralyzed 


YOU can enjoy heavenly com- 
fort night and day, at work or olay 
with a genuine  Raptured 
APPLIANCE! It does the job fiir- 
ly yet gently. A full 9% long and 1';” thick. 
Simple slin-in fit. no cords, tubes or wires 
Made of flexible pink latex, it opens au- 


tomatically with just the 
touch of a finger. It’s big 
enough to give ample protec- 
tion — suitable for both men 


and women. Hasa handsome 
. expensive-looking handle. 


Makes a wonderful gift. 
Helps you stand straight and 
tall, look trimmer and younger. 
Feather-light, wear in comfort 
all day invisibly under clothing. 

Compact and lightweight the Rolling 
Ruler casily travels with you for imme- 
diate use anytime anywhere. You'll find 
a million and one uses for Rolling Ruler— 
you'll wonder how you ever got along 
without one! 

Remember, supply is limited! Don't miss 
out! Be sure to order yours today. This offer 
will not be repeated this season. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEED 
You must be completely satisfied in 
every way with your amazing Rollin 
Ruler or you may return it be a full 
refund of your purchase price, no 
questions asked. 
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conditionally guaranteed for 
a full 5 years as long as you 
clean and lubricate your 
guns regularly. What could 
be fairer? 


THIS UNITES A WELL 
ENGIMEPRED PROBUCT - HOT A10Y! 
What you receive when you place your order with us: 
oA complete Hyperemiator with instructions, dis- 

creetly packaged, ready to use. 
o PLUS - A Certificate of Warranty, guaranteeing a 
full refund if not completely happy with your results. 


DISCOVER THE POWER 


Not just aroused, but 
aroused by you! 


FEED CAM -H 


Get Peace, A Happy Home 


BELT FEED PAWL 


PNEUMATIC MASSAGER 


i4- FEED CAM LEVER 
71 BLUFFER PROTECTION 


CLOTH BAG OR —>¥ 
TROUSERLEG \fi\;, 


Harnessed Pleasure ~ 
lethal spray 
The Biological 
“SECRET WEAPON” 


slit-type peep sight HY 


POSITION OF 
CAM ROLLER 
ON BOLT 


Lifelike Feel! 


rugged 
construction 


velvety plastic sleeve 


FEEO CAM 
RETURN SPRING 


Specification: 
Missile weight: 11.3 kg 
ener weight: 


Warhead: 1 45 kg 
shaped-charge high 
explosive 
Minimum range: 25 m 
Maximum range: 
ae m 

rmour penetration: 
1000 tin ute 


Power Pleaser 
BOLT TO REAR 


ORDER TODAY: Soon you 


Yy, will hold in your hand the 
“ most POWERFUL and 


sophisticated 
APHRODISIAC in history. 


Be prepared for instant action always. 
with a rubber chaperone bumping up against the pubic bones 
CONVENIENT ORDER FORM 


Please rush me ___ 


Name 
Address 


City 


| am enclosing my O check or O money 0 
each ( total $31.95 ). Please rush to: 


Corwin Von Erixon 
Publications 


mechanical gadget 


State Zip 


California residents please add additional $2.00 sales tax. 
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WITH THE CLOGPROOF ORIFICE 


rder for $28.95 plus $3 p/h 


Fight back 


against 


attackers! 


Don’t be a victim! 


SOMEONE 
SHOULD CALL 
THE POLICE! 

Tel THINK 
Tb PO IT! 


SUPER | 
WARRIOR 
$24.95 


